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Indian Wncjo 



The potlatch is an Indian ceremonial or party 
given a host who distributes many gifts to all 
guests, in order to gain favor among his people, 
an indian, even though wealthy, has 

been known to make himself 
poor by the distribution of 
gifts. however, he will ev 
tually get back many more 
gifts than he gave away at 
his potlatch, from other 
ceremonials to which he 
will be invited. thus he 
often gains more wealth 
than he had originally. 




II HE WORD "HOW," WHICH IS COMMONLY 
USED AS AN INDIAN GREETING, IS A TRUE 
INDIAN WORD, THOUGH IT OOES NOT MEAN 
THE SAME AS THE WHITE MAN'S WORD 
"HOW." IN INDIAN, IT IS PRONOUNCED 
"HOW/ AND SPELLED "HAOH" OR 
"HAV," WHICH MEANS, "ALL RIGHT," 
"IT IS WELL," OR "GOOD." 
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m D CLOUDS 

9iUt Battle 

REP CLOUP OF THE SIOUX WAS 
ONE OF THE FEW CHIEFS WHO REALLY 
OUT-GENERALEP THE AMERICAN ARWl 

tN 1366, THE ARMN PECIPEP TO 
&UILP A CHAIN OF FORTS ON THE BOZE- 
MAN TRAIL IN WYOMING. COLONEL S 
C'ARRINGTON WAS IN COVWANP WHEN 
CONSTRUCTION STARTEP. 

WITH ONE FORT PARTIALLY COM- 
PLETER REP CLOUP GATHEREP HIS 
SIOUX, BLACKFEET ANP CHEVENNES 
ANP AEAt%HOES TO PESTRON THE 
FORT. 




WOOPCUTTEKS CAME UP LOPGE TRAIL 
RIPGE TO CUT TIMBER FOR THE FORT. 
REP CLOUP PLANNEP TO USE THEM 
TO PECOY A LARGE NUMBER OF SOL- 
PIERS. 




ON THE PESlGNATEP MORNING, REP 
CLOUP HIP VVXRRlORS ON EACH 9PE 
OF THE TRAIL NEAR THE CREST. 





COLONEL CARRINGTON PtSRSTCHEP 
FIFTY INFANTRYMEN ANP SEVENTY- 
SEVEN CAVALRY TROOPERS. 




WHEN CAPTAIN FETTERMAN'S COM- 
MA'NP REACHED? THE WOOPCUTTERS, 
THEY FOUNP THEM. UNMARMEP- THERE 
WERE NO INPIANS. 



unper the leapership of rep cloups 
lieutenant crazy horse, a f&rty 
of inpians appearep, moving slowly 
up the trail. 




AT ONE TIME CAPTAIN FETTEKMAN 
HAP SAJP : "GIVE ME A SINGLE COMCWJY 
OF REGULARS ANP I CAN WHIPATHOU- 
SANP INPIANS. WITH EIGHTY MEN I 
COULP RIPE THROUGH THE SfOUX NA- 
TION. " HE ROPE ONLY FIVE MILES THAT 
MORNING. 



REINFORCEMENTS WERE CTSPHTCHEP 
THAT SAME WINTER. REP CLOUP'S 5EC- 
ONP BOTTLE WAS SOON TO FOLLOW/. 




CART+I OPENED 




HO-TAI, the Sinagua Indian boy, had an 
arrow ready an his bowstring, and a good 
view, through the sagebrush stems, of the big 
jackrabbit that he had been stalking. Inch 
by inch, he raised himself so that his arrow 
would clear the brush. Slowly he drew the 
bowstring to his ear— 

And in that same instant the world rocked! 

Ho-tai fell over, his arrow flying straight 
up, his shoulder digging into the dust. The 
flat, sagebrush plain heavfcd sickentngly. 

Then ail was still. After a minute, Ho-tai 
got to his feet. The jackrabbit was gone, but 
everything else looked the same. Ho-tai tried 
to remember what he had eaten that morning 
-he still felt a little sick! Perhaps he had 
better go home and lie down a while . . . 

He took three steps— and the ground 
heaved again! Ho-tai staggered, broke into a 



run. A third shock knocked him flat. As he 
lay there trembling, a long crack opened in 
the ground before him. It yawned blackly, 
then closed with a mighty smock, like a gianfs 
lips. Where the lips came together, a ridge 
of -earth was pushed up. Terrified beyond 
thinking, Ho-tai leaped the ridge and ran. 

He was out of breath when he reached the 
cornfields. Here many small cracks criss- 
crossed the ground, from one of them came 
a spurt of black smoke, and flying cinders. 
The earth was growling and shaking like an 
angry beast, 

"It wants to eat me!" Ho-tai thought. "If I 
can reach home, I will hide under a buffalo 
robe, and the hungry earth cannot find me!" 

Ahead of him people were running. They 
were running toward the round, flat-topped 
earthen mounds that were their homes. Some 
of them carried the stone-bladed hoes with 
which they had been working their gardens. 
Ho-tai's home was the last house in a long, 
scattered line— still half a mile away! The 
smoke coming out of the earth was so thick 
over that way that he could hardly see the 
house at all. 

Suddenly a great red-and-orange flame 
shot up toward the sky. In its light, Ho-tai's 
house stood out clearly— even the ladder that 
stuck up out of the entrance-hole in the flat 
roof! 

Human figures appeared, climbing the lad- 
der— Ho-tai's mother, with her baby in one 
arm . . . then Be-nokin, his father, carry- 
ing a big bundle. They slid down the sloping 
mud wall of the house. They began to run. 

THE EARTH WAS HUNGRY! It growled and 
opened its great jaws and licked out with a 
tongue of flame! Its black breath hid the sun! 

People were climbing out of the nearer 
houses now, carrying baskets ond earthen 
pots; weapons, clothing, ornaments, They 
halted, and turned, in spite of themselves, to 
watch the huge fountain of liquid fire that 
towered up behind the house of Ho-tai. And 
Ho-tai stopped to gaze with them. A river of 
fire was flowing down the small hill that had 
grown up around the base of the fire-fountain. 
A river that writhed away like a snake toward 
the village! 

"My son! My son, you are safe—!" 

Ho-tai felt his mother's hand on his arm. 
He heard the sob of relief in her voice. He 
looked past her to his frowning father— who 




was very angry because he, too, fell afroid. 

"Let us runl" gasped Nee-kua, his wife. 
"Come, Ho-tai, my son!" 

But Ho-tor stiffened, as if struck with a war 
club. 

"Wait!" he cried out. "Where is Tuku— my 
puppy? Have you got him in your bundle?" 

"No!" snapped Be-nakin! "Of course not! 
What good is a puppy with a broken leg 
when one has to run for one's life! HAt! Come 
back!" 

A louder growling of the earth drowned 
out his mother's shrill scream of protest, as 
Ho-tai raced away. Tuku— beloved Tuku, with 
the trusting brown eyes, and the poor, broken 
leg that Ho-tai had bandaged-TUKU MUST 
NOT DIE! 

The last escaping villagers hardiy spared 
him a glance as he darted past them. Now 
only his own home lay ahead— sharply out- 
lined against the volcano's glowing, growing 
cone. The writhing river of fire had almost 
reached it. But there was still time! 

Like a young antelope, Ho-tai bounded fo 
the low ro'af-to the ladder, which felt hot to 
the touch. 



■Tuku! Tuku!" he colled as he dropped Into 
the cool, dry pit that made the first floor. 
An eager whimper answered him. A small 
wet tongue touched his hand. With the wrig- 
gling little body snug under his arm, he 
climbed bock to the roof. 

Fierce heat blasted at Ho-tai, as he reached 
the roof's edge! The river of fire had flowed 
almost around it! As he hesitated, a thin 
trickle closed the circle. Little Tuku whim- 
pered. 

"Don't be afraid! I'll save you, Tuku!" the 
boy promised, his fear suddenly gone. 

His leap carried him clear, but heat waves 
stabbed at his bore back. Another earthquake 
shock gripped the tortured ground and shook 
it. This time, lhouo,h he staggered, Ho-tai did 
not fall. 

"Don't worry, little Tuku!" he panted. "The 
earth is hungry— but it cannot run so fast as 
Ho-tai! I will save you . . . and one day, 
when your leg is well again, we will run 
races together!" 

Tuku gave a happy wriggle. His brown 
eyes danced, and his small wet tongue flicked 
out to touch his master's chin. 



YOUNG HAWK 




Silently, the old warrior, high cloud, liaos his young friends, young hawk 
and little 8uck. away from the sleeping aztec guards ano the sound 

slaves that have been their companions 
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A GOLDEN EAGLE HUNTING FOR MtAlRlE DOCS SWOOPS 
LOW OVEN THE OLD HUNTERS MEAD. . . 



ANTELOPE! IF I CAN STALK THEM.M 

HLDREN WILL HAVE FRESH MEAT 
TO BRING SACK THEIR STRENGTH! 





Sometimes they haul their 

canoe- around dangerous rapids 




WEAfiE FREE.TOUNG 
HAWK! OUR "MEDICtNE' , lTHE TRUTH,, 
IS VERY STRONG. . J GRAND- 
TODAY ! ^iffl FATHERi 




COMEI WE WILL LAND AT THE 

FOOT OF THE CLIFF WHERE MANY 
WERE KILLED IN THEIR FALL. WE 
SHALL EAT OUR FILL OF ROASTEE 
BUFFALO TONGUES TONIGHT! 





AND AS DARKNESS FALLS AND T) 
FIRELIGHT DANCES OUT OVER THE 
BLACK WAT/£I?,0UTOOOR APPET""E5 




I MORE WEEKS. THEY KEEP CLOSE TO 
GRANDE. WHERE THE HUNTING IS GOOD 
AND TRAVEL EASY .. ONE AF TERNOON. TOUNG 
ilGNftt-S * WARNING . . 



YOUNG HAWK SIGNALS: "WE 
*IU GO AROUND AND HOT 
FRIGHTEN THEM! AFTER 

AU.WE ARE STRANGERS..' 
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BUT, WITHOUT WARNING, AN ARROW TRON 
TH« BRUSH UPSTREAM STRIKES THE YOUHS 
HAN IN THE SIDE... 







Despite his wound, the young pueilo 
sets off one arrow that scores 
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